Outside in 


Answering such menace 
we invent. 


Love for one,courage for another. 
Lust for ourselves,the rages 
between us now that we were once 
so joined against. 


Are they still outside,such 
bitter foes,or toying among us? 
The question loses breath 


in our so-revolving sweetness, 
in our acid,dripping pain. 


